								Hinton, Iowa
								Jan. 20, 1928

Dear Sir:

	According to promise, here is the letter, this very little, I know or can recall of the connection of our folks with The Underground Rail Road. I better first generalize and then give the few items of individual memories.
	Unquestionably a number of our relatives in Yellow Springs, near Kossuth, were secretly banned together to aid fugitive slaves over a period of several years. Hiram Bronard & Frederick Heizer were the leaders of the band. Edward Heizer & doubtless others of his brothers were in it. Father was in it. He himself told me that he had made more than one trip “with – negroes,” usually taking them to or near Columbus Junction. With her characteristic Blair reticence mother never admitted directly that father did this, but Uncle John Heizer told me once that father was “a nigger stealer.” He would not admit that he had done the same. Father’s cousins, the Wares, particularly Edward Ware, who lived 3 quarters of a mile from Uncle Edward Heizer – our farm joined the latter – were in the band, they & their uncles on the Ware side. Hiram Bronard’s brother David was closely connected with them. All these and their grown up children, and a few others, knew what was going on. Dr. Fullinwider told me that as he was going along a road through the timber near Kossuth, he came suddenly upon a negro who was crossing the road, & directed him to Uncle Edward’s, warning him to keep under cover till evening but assuring him that he was safe. The Doctor told me that this same negro worked for some days for father, and was safely taken farther on. David Heizer told me that he was once greatly alarmed & excited by a encountering a negro in Uncle Edward’s barn, & that his mother, Aunt Ann took him a barn & most solemnly enjoined silence & secrecy upon him. Afterwards Dave saw negroes about the place on several occasions. He heard many times veiled conversations among the kin about secret trips, hints of what was doing & understood all the time that it all had reference to negroes & that it was a thing that he must at all hazards keep silent about. I’m sorry I can’t put my hand on Dave’s letters.
	I don’t think this sort of thing went on, under a definite plan for many years. My notion is that planned operations among our kin began about the summer of 1854 or the next year when the North burst into a blaze of excitement and indignation over the Kansas-Nebraska Act, though not unlikely some of our folks had occasionally helped a run-a-way negro. They indubitably did if one came this way.
	True, the abominable fugitive slave law, a part of the Compromise measures of 1850, caused great devastation but for various reasons it was submitted to even by most of those to whose feelings it was most repugnant, until Douglas suddenly introduced his Kansas-Neb. Bill and jammed it through congress, all within 90 days or so in the Spring of 1854. I think it was about then that our folks got systematically busy.
	This is to be noted: Our people did not engage in violent, outbreaking, reckless resistance to law. They took no part (in) any mob for the forcible rescue of fugitives from the hands of law officers – nothing of that kind. Doubtless they had considered this carefully & prayerfully & resolved to steer clear of it. There (is) no doubt they acted on legal advice. Technically, I suppose, they did not know that man whom they met, though he was black, was an escaping slave, & they might legally give him a ride, feed him, shelter him & employ him as a laborer. Of course, you & I know that nobody knew better than they that they were bootlegging negroes, but they did their work with artistry, precaution & canniness.
	This is why it is so difficult, so impossible for to reconstruct in any detail the story of why they did. There are no records. They could depend on the absolutely secrecy of the kin. That time you carried food to a negro in grandfather’s barn & fell from the haymow, cutting your tongue nearly in two, all I knew was that you had been injured by a fall You had bruises your would not tell. I never knew the whole story til years afterward.
	This secrecy made at once for the efficiency & their protection. Doubtless there was at times gossip in the neighborhood reaching those not in the secret. In fact there was once same motion towards having Grandfather Heizer indicted by the Federal Grand Jury. Father & mother both told me that Ben Clark (Uncle Ben Clark as I remember everybody called him) who lived at Yellow Springs, a good, honest man, was the one who instigated the attempt. I think they said the U.S. Attorney was friend of our folks; anyhow some officer or officers were, & told them all about it. The Grand Jury did not indict, I suppose from lack of evidence if not form friendly official manipulation. It shows how secret our folks could be that “Uncle Benny” Clark lived & died without a suspicion that our folks knew anything about it. I was well grown up before I was old, & Uncle Benny was still living. There is this about us Heizers: We know we can tell each other anything in utter safety from all outsiders. This is what made our folks such ideal operators of an Underground Station, none of the bragging, nonsense & folly what characterized so many others.
	This is about the way the thing worked: The negroes crossed from Missouri to Illinois, usually before starting knowing someone to whom to go. Father told me that “about all of them were Missouri negroes.” It was impossible for them to travel northward far through slave country. So, finding friend on the Illinois side, they could be directed or conveyed on north & at a point not far from Burlington & Fort Madison, they might be taken Northeast along various routes or across the ferries into Iowa at, below or above Burlington, as circumstances dictated. Doubtless in some cases they were moved north towards Burlington & Mt. Pleasant, without crossing the river.
	I know that in some cases Grandfather Heizer brought negroes from some point in Illinois across the river by ferry at Burlington, & father told me of several cases where they were brought over at Oquaka. You know the case where grandfather took a negro to the farm of John West, a splendid man, living just out of the edge of Galesburg, Ill. I suppose he found it not safe to cross at Burlington & so veered to Galesburg. I was with grandfather when 25 or 30 years later, he & Uncle Johnny West met at Galesburg.
	
	Sometimes the negroes were kept among our relations at work on the farms for a while. Father & mother told me that word would be sent by a friend at Burlington (I’m sure they said he was the Sheriff) to warm them of danger.
	This in broken, dim outline is about the size of it, so far as I can reconstruct it from a lot of scraps & fragments of memory, which it would be too long for me to specify. I am always impressed by the secrecy, the acuteness & good sense with which our folks handled the affair, & which I have emphasized here.
	But I have two items to add.
	One day as I turned the corner of our house I saw mother standing in the kitchen door & a black man approaching from our cornfield which came close to the house. This is, I think, with one exception the first distinct picture in my memory which has abided with me. So far as I know I had never before seen a black man – that probably is why I remember him & a few words were exchanged & the negro returned to the cornfield.
	I have talked with mother more than once about it. She said that father was at home at the time & she told the negro he could not come in but must wait in the cornfield. Both father & mother told me in after years that it was a runaway slave & that he had been safely conveyed (I think) to Columbus Junction.
	Later, I don’t know how much later, I remember 3 negroes at our place. This circumstance was impressed unforgettably on my mind: a meal was preparing & some bacon was frying on the stove. Mother has left the kitchen for a moment. The bacon began to burn & the negro smelling it rushed in, moved the skillet & turned the meat. It astonished me to think that a black man should know enough to do that. Not long after Grandmother Blair was at our house & I remember overhearing mother tell her the story & how they laughed at my amazement at the negro’s action.
	These three negroes were fugitive slaves. Father told me that they cut corn for him & also worked for Ed. Ware & then were taken on north – I suppose some where near Columbus Junction.
			Yours,
			Ed
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